TRAVEL-DIARY
in Russian. They scattered over the fields, shouting to
each other, laughing, turning somersaults, like schoolboys
arriving at the scene of a Sunday-school picnic. Our guide
told us that they were Russian mechanics from the air-
field, and that they are always evacuated like this when
a raid is threatened.
Here was a partial answer to one of the questions we
have been asking everybody about the extent of Russian
aid to China. Many Chinese deny categorically that there
are any Russians in Sian at all. Others have told us that it
is the Russian mechanics who won't allow civil planes of
the Eurasia Company to land on the aerodrome, because
the Eurasia pilots are Germans. We have also heard
that trains are going through the station every night
loaded with Russian munitions and trucks which have
come into China across Sinkiang. It seems nearly imposs-
ible to get any definite information.
The Big Goose Pagoda, like nearly everything else we
saw this morning, is a thousand years old—so our guide
told us. It is less ornate, more massive, simpler in outline
than the kind of pagoda you see in travel magazines. From
the top, looking out over the fields, you can see the traces
of a much larger city, the Sian of the T'angs. The Pagoda
used to stand on its outskirts. On the highest story there
is a little shrine, and on the wall behind it—as in so many
other appropriate and inappropriate places—somebody
has scribbled one of the conventional anti-Japanese draw-
ings: China as a giant martyr, stuck full of swords and
pestered by a tiny Jap aeroplane which buzzes round his
head like a wasp. On reaching the bottom of the Pagoda
stairs I had a violent attack of cramp, and for the rest of
the morning could only hobble. Auden suggests that it is
probably the prelude to some rare Oriental disease.
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